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PREFACE. 
SO many Selections of this kind 
have appeared, both in toten and 

country, that another may secm 

' Superfluous and unnecesary. It 
is hoped, however, that the claims 

_ which the following pages may 

have upon the judicious Reader 


u PREFACE. 


will sufficiently sanction their pub- 
* . * pd „ 
lication, and gratify the admirers 


of the British Muse. 


Pleasantry without indecency, 
mirth without licentiousness, and 
wit without venom, are the means 


by which the editor hopes to recom- 


mend this little volume to public 


notice : ana as he will never lose 
Sight of impartiality; the most ob- 
Scure pieces, if possessed of Genius, 
will be brought into light, and 


placed among the distinguished or- 


naments of polite Literature. 


PREFACE. vii 


The Selection is ch ieſt/ com- 


posed of new pieces; as it would be 


impossible, from the limits of our 


work, lo embrace every thing which 


deserves a place therein. 
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Salem, of Geniue, go. 


THE COTTAGER. 


| COW, a pig, the feather'd brood, 

8 The cot, which on the common stood, 

| The «cythe and sickle, flail and spade, | S 
Brought Hodge, and family, their bread. 


Hodge is as happy as his lord ; 
He felt no want—was blithe as May, 
Cattle, or wife, ne'er went aztray. 


But now the commons are inclos'd, 
His fav'rite stock to tale expos'd; % 
His cow, his calf, his pig, are gone, 
His sheep are © kill'd off,“ ev'ry one ; 


= 
| His flail, scythe, sickle, and his spade, 
Could not supply his house with bread. 


Hunger no fear of law descries, 
« No fear of God before his eyes,” 
He stole a Goose, by famine led, 
„ 


Now to the b brought in haste, 
That Justice who inclos'd the waste, 
His Worship in a passion flew— 

In silence Hodge a long face drew— + 
« A halter, sirrah, you'll not miss, 
« For 3 crimes like this,” 


Hodge droop's his head, 3 heav'd a sigh, 
Then meekly utter d this reply :— 
1 The crime is amall in man or woman, 
« Should they a goose steal from a common; 
But what can plead that man's excuse 
« Who ateals a common from a goose? 


* 


IRISH FISHERMAN. 
N Irishman angling one day up the Liffy, 


Which mne down by Dublin's sweet city, 50 fine; 
A smart showr of rain falling, Pat, in a giffy, | 


Crepe under the arch of a bridge with his line, 
* 2 
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« Why that's not the way to accomplish your wishes, 
Cries Dermot, the devil a bite will you get!“ | 
« Och, bother,” says Pat, don't you know that the fighes 
Will flock under here to keep out of the wet ? 


— | 


THE GENERAL FAST. 


9 AS on a Day, but not the last, 
be When orders for a gen'ral Fast, 
Were from the Cockpit given; 
That man no more in sin might plunge, 
But wipe all out by Sorrow's spunge, 
And make their odds all even. 


When soaking Sau, who ev'ry day, 
To Sot's Hole went, to souse his clay, 
| There found the doors all barr'd ; 
For Sam the front and postern try'd, 
But all in vain for entrance ply'd, 
A case he thought quite hard : 
And hard and harder while he knock'd 
Silence within his batt'ring mock'd, 
Till Sally op'd the sash, 
And cry'd, * Pray cease your Rat Tat Tat, 
This day we're all resolv'd, that's flat, 
« To fast, and take no cash.“ 


A 


2 
« Why then,” gays Sam, in zulky strain, 
Fast on— I' rap no more in vain, 
« Upset me if I do; 
0 re a pack of curst queer elves, 
| „Who, not content to fast yourselves, 
« Must make your doors fast too!“ 


' MONSIEUR TONSON. 


RE liv'd, as Fame reports, in days of yore, 
At least some fifty years ago, or more, | 
A pleasant wight on town, yclep'd Tot — 
A fellow that was clever at a joke, 
Expert in all the arts to tease and m ,t... 
In chort, for strokes of humour, quite the thing. 


To many & jovial club this King was known 
With whom his active wit unrivall'd ghone— 
Choice spirit, grave free-mazon, buck and blood, 
Would crowd, his stories and bon mots to hear, 
And none a disappointment e'er could fear, 

His humour flow'd in such a copious flood. 


To him a frolic was a high delight— 
A frolic he would hunt for day and night, | 
Careless how prudence on the sport might frown. 
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If e'er a pleasant mischief sprang to view, 

At once o'er hedge and ditch away he flew, 
Nor left the game, till he had run it gown. 


One-night, our hero, rambling with a friend, 
Near fam'd St. Giles's chanc'd his courte to bend, 
Just by that spot, the Seven Dials hight ; 
'Twas silence all around, and clear the coast, 
The watch, as usual, dozing on his post, 
And scarce a lamp display'd a twinkling light. - 


Around this place, there liv'd the num'rous clans 

Of honest, plodd ing, foreign artizans, h 
Known at that time by name of refugees — 

The rod of Persecution, from their home, 

Compell'd the inoffensive race to roam, 


And here they lighted, like a «warm of bees, 


viell! our two friends were saunt' ring through the atrect, 
In hopes some food for humour soon to meet, 

When, in a window near, a light they view; 
And, though a dim and melancholy ray, 

seem'd the prologue to tome merry play, 

So tow'rds the gloomy dome our hero drew. 


Strait to the door he gave a thund'ring knock, 

(The time, we may suppose, near two o'clock. 
% T'll ask,” says King, if Tuoursom lodges here 

« Tronrgon l“ cries t' other, who the devil's 7 

« I know not,” King replies, © but want to zee 
« What kind of animal will now appear,” 
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After some time, . little Frenchman came, 
One hand display'd a rushlight's trembling flame, 
The other held a thing they call culotte ; 

An old strip'd woollen night-cap grac'd his head, 
A tattered waistcoat o'er one shoulder spread, 
Scarce half awake, he heav'd a yawning note. 


Though thus — rous d, he courteous smil'd, 
And soon address'd our wag in accents mild, 
Bending his head politely to his knee— 
«© Pray, Sare, vat vant you, dat you come $0 late; 
« I beg your pardon, Sare, to make you vait ; 
&«& Pray tell me, Sare, vat your commands vid me ?" 


« Sir,” reply'd King, I merely thought to know, 
&« As by your house I chanc'd to-night to go 
« But, really, I disturb'd your sleep I fear — 
% I gay, I thought, that you perhaps could tell, 
 « Among the folks who in this street may dwell, 
« If there's a Mr. Tzowrson lodges here?“ 


The shiv'ring Frenchman, though not pleas'd to find 
The business of this unimportant kind, 

Too simple to suspect 'twas meant in jeer, 
Shrugg'd out a sigh, that thus his rest should break, 
Then, with unalter'd courtesy, he spake— 

« No, Sare, no Monsieur Toxsonx lodges here.“ 


Our wag begg'd pardor, and tow'rd home he ped, 
While the poor Frenchman crawl'd again to bed; 
But King, resolv'd net thus to drop the jest, 
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80 the next night, with more of whim than grace, 
Again he made a visit to the place, 
To break once more the poor old Frenchman's rest. 


He knock d - but waited longer than before: 
No footstep seem'd approaching to the door, 
Our Frenchman lay in such a sleep profound; 
King, with the knocker, thunder'd then again, 
Firm on his post detemin'd to remain; 
And oft indeed be made the door recound. 


As last, King hears him „ 
1 Wondering what fiend again diaturb'd his sleep : 
The wag salutes him with a civil leer; 
Thus drawling out, to heighten the surprise, 
(While the poor Frenchman, rubb'd his heavy eyes) 
„Is there—a Mr. Tronrson—lodges here ““ 


The Frenchman falter'd, with a kind of fright—= 

« Vy, Sare, I'm sure I told you, Sare, last night— - 
(And here he labor'd with a sigh sincere) 

« No Monsieur Toxsow in de vorld I know, 

« No Monsieur Toxsox here told you 30; 

6 Indeed, Sare, dare no Monsieur Toxsox here!“ 


Some more excuses tender'd, off King goes, 

And the old Frenchman zought once more repose ; 
The rogue next night pursu'd his old career 

'Twas long indeed before the man came nigh, 

And then he utter'd, in a piteous cry, : 
« Sare, pon my soul, no Monzieur Tonen here!” | 
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Our sportive wight his usua. visit paid, 
And the next night came forth a prattling maid, 
Whose tongue indeed than any jack went faster 
Anxious she strove his errand to enquire ; 
He said © twas vain her pretty tongue to tire, 
% He should not :tir till he had seen her master.“ 


The damsel then began, in doleful state, 

The Frenchman's broken slumbers to relate, 

And begg'd he'd call at proper time of day— 
King told her she must fetch her master down, 


A chaise was ready, he was leaving town, 
But first had much of deep concern to say. 


Thus urg d, she went the snoring man to call, 
And long indeed was she oblig'd to bawl, 

E'er she could rouse the torpid lump of clay 
At last he wakes—he rizes—and he swears, | 
But scarcely had he totter d down the stairs, 

When King att:cks him in his usual way. 


The Frenchman now perceiv'd twas all in vain 
To this tormentor mildly to complain, 
And trait in rage began his crest to rear 
« Sare, vat de devil make you treat me 80 ? 
% Sare, I inform you, Sare, three night ago, | 
* Got tam, I wear, no Monsieur Toxson here!“ 


True as the night, King went, and heard a atrife 
Between the harrass'd Frenchman and his wife 
Which should descend to chase the fiend away ; 
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At length, to join their forces they agree, 
And «trait impetuously they turn the key, 
Frepar d with mutual fury for the fray. 


Our hero, with the firmness of a rock, 
Collected to receive the mighty shock, 
Utt'ring the old enquiry, calmly stood 
The name of Tromron rais'd the storm 80 high, 
He deem'd it then the safest plan to fly, 
With, Well, I'll call when you're in gentler mood.” 


In short, our hero, with the tame intent, 

Full many a night to plague the Frenchman went— | 
So fond of mischief was the wicked wit: 

They threw out water—for the watch they call, 

But King, expecting, still escapes from all— 
Monsieur at last was forc'd his house to quit. 


Js, happen'd that our wag, about this time, 
On some fair prospect sought the Eastern clime, 
Six ling' ring years were there his tedious lot; 
At length, content, amid his rip'ning store, 
He treads again on Britain's happy shore, 
And his long absence is at once forgot. 


To London, with impatient hope, he flies, 
And the same night, as former freaks arise, 
He fain must stroll, the well-known haunt to trace 
« Ah, here's the scene of frequent mirth !”” he said, 
« My poor old Frenchman, I suppose, is dead 
6 Egad, In knock, and see who holds, his un.” | 
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With rapid strokes he makes the mansion roar, 
And while he eager eyes the op'ning door, 
Lo! who obeys the knocker's rattling peal ? 
Why e'en our little Frenchman—strange to say! 
He took his old abode that very day— | 
Capricious turn of sportive Fortune's Wheel! 


Without one thought of the relentless foe, 

Whey fiend-like, haunted him 80 long ago, 

_* Just in his former trim he now appears; 

The waistcoat and the night-cap seem'd the same, 

With rush-light as before he creeping came, | 
And King's detested v_ , d, hears. 


As if some hideous spectre and his zight, 
His senses seem'd bewilder'd with affright, 
His face, indeed, bespoke a heart full sore— 
Then starting, he exclaim'd, in rueful strain, 
4% Begar! here's Monsieur Toxson come again! vi 
Away he ran —and ne'er was heard of more.“ 


* 


DICK AND JOEY. 


WO swains contended for the heart 
Of lovely, charming Chloe: 
The one, they call'd him Dick ſo ſmart, 


Of theſe two ſwains it was the lot 
(A lot that's no reproach), 
To wear a worked ſhoulder-knot, 
And ride behind a coach. 


Joe was a briſk and ſprighely lad; 
For thoſe that knew him ſay, 
No mortal ever ſaw him fad, 

Wnenever he was gay. 


Dick, of more ſentimental caſt, 
To ſadneſs oft was prone, 

To think that Joey ſhar'd a heart, | 
He wanted all his own. 


The beauteous Hg for whom they figh'd, 
And conſtantly purſued, 

In the fame manſion did reſide, | 1 
To dreſs their maſter's food. ö 


Chloe ſo well her victuals dreſt, | 
Againſt all cooks I'd ſet her; ; q 
And, if ſhe was of cooks the beſt, | 2 
'Tis likely none was better. | 


All the departments of her art, | | 
The lovely maid was good in, | 

Stews, haſhes, making pie or tart, | ; 

Cakes, cuſtards, or plumb-yudding. | 


— 


Sbe knew not which to chuſe; 
And if ſhe married one, ſhe knew r. 


With this, ſo liberal a ſhare 
Of her profeſſion's ſkill, 

Her charms of perſon were ſo rare, 
Few maids did her excel. 


il becauſe ſhe was 
So neat in her attire; 

And crimſon were her cheeks, lewd | 
She ſtood before the fire. 


So equal were her lovers two, 


That one ſhe muſt refuſe. 


She wiſh'd not either ſwain to gall, 
Yet it appear'd too plain, 

That if ſhe did not wed at all, 
She ſingle muſt remain. 


\ 

One Sunday morn, impatient grown, 
Joey, that lively elf, 

Surpris'd her, fitting all alone, 
When ſhe was by herſelf. 


He ſcarce had been ſo ſmart before ; 
Bepowder'd was his head; 

His neateſt livery he wore, 

A blue turn d up with red. 
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So warm he ſwore, he preſt, he kiſs' d, 

That, e'er an hour was ſpent, | 

No longer able to reſiſt, | 
The fair one gave conſent, 


To church the youth, in conſcious pride, | 
The yielding maiden carried ; 

And Chloe there became his bride, 

As ſoon as they were married. 


And now, the ſequel of my tale 
With ſorrow I relate; 
For, ſure, no feeling heart can fail 

To weep at Richard's fate. 


He, hapleſs youth! brimful of grief, 
. His feelings were ſo fine!) 
Determin'd, as his laſt relief, 
To drown his cares in wine. 


At length, become a perfect ſot, 
(The fact I muſt avow) 

He, almoſt ev'ry ev'ning, got 
« As drunk as David's ſow.” 


The liquor's fumes did quickly cauſe 
A fever in his brain; | 

And fevers, every-body knows, 

Are apt to bring on pain. 


One day poor Dick, delirious grown 
Wich this dread fever's beat, 
Jump'd from the garret window down, 

P 


e found him laid 
A corpſe upon the ſtones : 

The reaſon was, the doctor ſaid, 
The fall had broke his bones. 


C A jury met, impartially DDE W 
5 The matter to debate, | | | 
8 And all agreed: that lunacy M 8, | 


For was allow'd by all, that men, Ti 
When they get in theſe frenzies, 
Are, abſolutely mad; and then, oo Sq 
No doubt, have loſt their ſenſes. A 


So ended Dick, to ſuicide y | 

Thus prematurely hurried : B 
He liv'd and lov'd, got drunk and die, 

And in his grave was buried. 


MONSIEUR KANIFERSTANE. 


\NCE on a time, a little French Marquis 
For travel felt a mighty inclination : 
To shew himself, and foreign parts to see, 
He undertook @ bold peregrination. | 
At Dieppe, he found a sloop just under weigh, 
Wind and tide serving, off he sail'd away, 
And, soon 8ca-sick, beyond finexse or ham, | 
By Dutchmen mann'd. and bound for 2 
Close in the cabin he preferr'd to nestle, 57, 
There, faint and languid, for a space he-doz'd ; 
Till, from th' inc reas d commotion in the vessel, 
That land might be in sight he well suppos'd ; 
So to the deck he climb'd, with empty maw, 
And, sure enough, Dutch Terra Firma tas“. 


While in the cabin sick and sad he lay, 
Tho' a true Frenchman, he ne'er dreamt of king 
But, when on deck, his spirits grew more gay, 
And his blood gan to circulate with walking, 
He recollected that he had a tongue. 


Now, tho' a Frenchman French with ence can jabber, 


And, doubtless, thinks all other ears are hung 


Like those he left at home, phone arent 
Is apt enough no other speech to know — 


Than that which first he learn'd from Mornza Frow. 
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Such was the case of all the trunk-hos'd crew. 

| The marquis, struck with wonder and delight, 

Enraptur'd gaz'd on objects all so new: 

At length a sumptuous palace caught his sight, 
Which, proudly rising from the water's side, 

Sdbew'd its neu- painted front with flow'rets gay: 
While trim respons ive gardens spreading wide, 

Display d Dutch taste in regular array. 


Anxious to know who own'd the pleasing scene, 
The marquis, bowing with a grinning face, 
Demanded of a tar, in French, I ween, 
„To whom belong'd that most enchanting place ?” 
The tar, who knew as much of French as Greek, 
Ey'd him at first with something like disdain; 
Then, as he shifted round his quid to speak, 
With growling voice, — % Ix KAN NIET VER- 
bra.“ “ | of 


6 Oh! ob !” replied the marquis, does it 30 ? 
& To Monsieur KanirsxsTans ? lucky man! 

6 The palace, to be zure, lies rathef low; ; 

„ But, then, the size and grandeur of the plan! 

„ I never sa a Chateau on the Seine 

« Equal to this of Monsieur KAuITEASsTAM E.“ 


While he thus spake, the zailors anchor cast, 
And as the marquis landed on the quay, 
He 8aw a charming frow that chanc'd to pass, 
In liveliest bloom of youth and beauty gay, 
Meaning, I do not understand., E 
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Bedeck'd with all the Amaterdam parade 

Of gold and silver, pearls and jewels rare; 
On the marquis she much impression made; 

His tender breast s00n own'd a pleasing flame; 
Stopping a passenger, he, bowing taid, 

«© Monsieur, pray tell me who's that lovely dame * 
The civil Dutchman bow'd to him again, 


And gently answer d, Is xAN MAT VIRASTAAN.” 


« What ! Monsieur KANIFERGTANE' 5 wife! 2 * mar- 
quis cry d, 
t He who has got yon gay and sumptuous hs ! 
& Well! that some men have luck can't be deny'd ; 
« What! such an edifice, and such a spouse! 
&« Ma foi ! I think I never should complain, 
4% Had I the lot of Monsieur Kanirzastans.” 


As, on the morrow, through the streets he pas d, 
Gazing on all the pretty sights about, 
On a large open hall his view he cast, 
Where bustling crowds were going in and ont. 
Joining the throng, he entrance s00n obtain'd, 
And found the people much engag'd to see 
The numbers which the blanks and prizes gain'd 


In their high mightinesses lottery. 
Some laugh'd, some wept, some groan'd, and some 
exclaim'd, 
In all the spirit of true castle-builders, | 
When, on a sudden, a loud voice proclaim'd 
The sov'reign prize of twenty thousand guilders ! 


— — ͤ — —— 
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* And who, “ the marquis cry'd, to one close by, 

„% Who has the luck this mighty prize to gain ?” 
The man 8urvey'd him with a doubtful eye, | 
And slowly answer'd, © Is xAN NET VERSTAAN.” 


% What!” Monsieur Kantrzrx$TANE got the prize !” 
The marquis cry'd, he's lucky, on my lifes 
% He who has got a house of such a size, 

» And such a garden, too, and such a wife; 

% Diable! you may very well be vain, | 

& With all these treasures, Monsieur Kanirzasrtans.” 


A week or two elaps'd, when, as he stray'd, 
On novelty intent, he chanc'd to meet, | 
Adorn'd with solemn pomp and grave parade, 
A sumptuous burial coming up the street. 
„% Monsieur,“ said he, as bowing to a baker, 
Who left his shop, the pageantry to see, 
And just had nodded to the undertaker, | 
% Pray, Monsieur, whose grand burial may this 
be d | | 
The baker, as he turn'd to shop again, | | 
Reply'd most gravely, * Is xan NIET VERSTAAN.” 


% Mon Dieu!“ exclaim'd the marquis, . what a pity ! 
% Monsieur KANITEXST ANNE! what surprize! 

% He had the noblest palace in this city! 
« And such a wife! and such a glorious prize! 

« Alack! alack! good fortune smiles in vain; 

1 $o rest in peace, good Monsieur KANITZZTAuZ!“ 


, THE NEWCASTLE APOTHECARY. 


MAN, in many a country town, we know, 
Professing openly with death to wreatle ; 
Ent'ring the field against the grimly foe, 
Arm'd with a mortar, and a pestle. 


Yet some affirm, no enemies they are; | 
But meet just like prize-fighters in a fair: 
Who fist shake hands before they box, 
Then give each other plaguy knocks, | 
With all the love and kindness of a brother : 

So (many a suff ring patient saith) 

Though the apothecary fights with death, 
Still they're sworn friends to one another. 


A member of this Æsculapian line 

Liv'd at Newcastle, upon Tyne : 

No man would better gild a pill; 

Or make a bill; | 
: Or mix a draught, or bleed, or blister; 
Or draw a tooth out of your head; 
Or chatter scandal by your bed; 
Or give a glister. 


Of occupations these were quantum f. 


Yet still he thought the list not long enough: 
And therefore midwifery he chose to pin to't. 
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This balanced things :—for if he hurl'd 
A few zscore mortals from the world, 
He made amends by bringing others into't. 


His fame full six miles round the country ran! 
In short, in reputation he was sotus : © 

All the old women call'd him © a fine man!“ 
| His name was Bolus. 


Benjamin Bolus, though in trade, 
(Which oftentimes will genius fetter) 
Read works of fancy, it is said: 
And cultivated the Belles Lettres. 


And why should this be thought so odd ? 
Can't men have taste who cure a phthysic ? 
Of poetry though patron God, 
Apollo patronizes physic, 


Bolus loved verse: - and took so much delight * 
That his prescriptions he resolv d to write in't. 


No opportunity he e' er let pass 
Of writing the directions on his labels, 


In dapper couplets—like Gay's Fables ; 
Or rather, like the lines in Hudidras. 


Apothecary's verse !—and where's the treason ? 
'Tis simply honest dealing;—not a crime 

When patientggwallow physic without reason, 
Is is but fair to give a little rbime. 
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He had a patient lying at death's door, 
Some three miles from the town—it might be four ; 

To whom, one evening, Bolus sent an article, 
In pharmacy, that's call'd cathartical, | 

And, on the label of the stuff, 

He wrote this verse, 
Which one would think was clear enough 
And terse: 
„Mien taken, 
«© To be well alen.“ 


Next morning, early, Bolus rose; 
And to the patient's house he goes; 
Upon his pad, 
. Who a vile trick of $tumbling had: 
It was indeed a very sorry hack ! 
But that's of course: 
For what's expected from a bore, - 
With an apothecary on his back ? 


Bolus arriv'd ; and gave a double tap; 
Between a single and a double rap. 


Knocks of this kind 
Are given by gentlemen who teach to Jance 1 
By fiddlers, and by opera-singers : 
One loud, and then a little one behind ; 
As if the knocker fell, by chance, 
Out of their fingers, 


| 30 
The gervant lets him in, with diamal face, 
Long as a courtier's out of place -- 
Portending some disaster; 
John's countenance as rueful look'd and grim, 
As if th' apothecary had RISES him, 


And not his master. 


“ Well hwy the patient? Bolus said. 

John shook his head. 

_ © Tadeed !—hum! ha hat's s very odd! 

« He took the draught ) John gave a nod. 

6 Well—how ?—what then ?—speak out you dunce.” 

«© Why then,” says John, we lool him once.“ 

* Shook him I- how!“ Bolus stammer'd out: 

« We : jolted hiin about.” | 

% Zounds! shake a patient, man !—a 3 * 

No, Sir —and to we gave him two.“ 

n Two shakes !—odds curse! 

% Twould make the patient worse. 

t It did 80, Sir !—and 80 a third we tried.“ f 

6 Well, and what then ?''—* Then, Sir, my matter 
died. 997 


AN IKISH BLUNDER. 


OLONEL Patrick O'Blaney, as honest a teague 
As ever took snuff to repel peat or plague, 

Having got a French snuft-box of papier mackee, 

Which to open requir'd much pains, do you sce, 
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Always kept a bent sixpence at hand in his pocket, 

And call'd it his key, by the which to unlock it; 

As by niggling and wedging it under the lid, 

He came at his rappee that was under it hid: 

But one day when he wanted a pinch for a friend, 

He $earch'd for his tester, but all to no end, 

Till at last *twixt the pocket and lining he found it; 

When in rage he cried © Arrah, the devil confound + 
it! | 

« I'll engage you don't serve me that zame trick | 
again, 

« For to make me after thus nition in vain 

So opening the box by the help of the tizzy, 

And feaking his nose till his noddle was dizzy, 

He chuck'd in the coin, and exclaim'd with a sbrug, 

While tight went the rim down, ** So there you lie 

znug 3 


© And my hide- and- geek friend, I beg leave to re- 


mind ye, 


| *+ That the next time I want you, I'l know where 
N had ye.” 


So quickly comply'd with the doctor's demand, 


THE HORNED BIPED, 
THE BULL WITHOUT HORNS. 
A TALE. 


CES and quiet, nor heeding who scorns, 
Tame cuckolds, they say, ever pocket their horns, 


As cowards who, tremblingly, fear to stand brunts, 


With true christian patience will pocket affronts ; 


Nor high bicth nor breeding this upshot can parry, 
Wbile dautards court kicking, and dotards will marry; 


Nor nobility's shield can ward off the broad slur, 
But blots to their *scutcheons will stick like a blur; 


And that hictory's page may the truth here decide, 
We ll look back and appeal to Lord Chancellor Hyde; 


Who, when Charles was restor'd to the sceptre and crown, 
On the woolsack, * with born high exalted,” tat down. 
And it happ'd on those days when we prize regal rule, 
That an honest old thump-cushion, called Doctor Bull, 
Who had preach'd for his king, ay, and pray'd like a 
For preferment pctition'd, in language 80 quaint, 


That the mirth-loving monarch laugh'd loud at the letter, 


And swore that no bishop deserv'd a boon better: 


And sign'd him a benefice under his hand, 
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But the haughty eornuto who held the great zeal, a 
A march on his master had ventur'd to steal, 
Aud before royal hands did the vic'rage convey, 
With his own had bequeath'd the fat living away; 
So the doctor was robb'd of the royal donation, | 
Nor could the king's hand cancel Hyde's prezentatian. 
Thus baulk'd, and quite beggar'd with waiting in town, - 
On a bench, ia the Park, the poor doctor sat down; 
Like a crest-fallen loser, when fleec'd by the winner, 
And lucklessly counting the trees for his dinner; 
When putting his hand in his pocket perchance, 
He took out the king's grant, at the name gave a glance, 
And pennyless gazing u Cnaklzs in broad letter, | 
Quoth he, ** Not a pickpurse could do bus'ness better; 
« My last stiver's gone, I'm for cash at a stand, | 
« And lo! in my pocket I've found the king's land! 
As the fates have their frolicks, it 0 pleas'd the rait 
That the king was then coming from council to dine; 
When the parsan resolv'd to pluck up a gaod heart, 
And the state of his case to the monarch impart ; 
For tho' pocketing horns to tame cuckolds belongs, 
He determin'd not tamely to pocket his wrongs ; 
So the king he accostcd, with lowly submission, ; 
And said, Though I'm rais'd by your royal commis- 

sion, | | | | 
From poor humble curate to rich master vicar, 
% Nor plenty, nor peace, follows faster or thicker, 
« Loid Hyde, my dread liege, scarce your orders had 

read, | 


© But a shadow they prov'd, for their substance had fled 


— . - 


« He the fatling tythe pig for another had carv'd, 

* And, believe me, I stand a fair chance to be atarv'd; 

« For I dine with Duke Humphry, excepting, alas 

% I, like Nebuchadnezzar, can dine upon grass; 

« My last doit is spent, while my mis'ries to mock at, 

% I till find your majesty's hand in my pocket; 

„ That hand which had fain made my pocket run o'er; 

«& Is all that remains of my pocket's poor store“? 

« Ods fish l' cries the king, has old Hyde zerv'd the 
207 | 

% Back to him, friend Bull, and from u let him know, 

That as sure as a cuckold's skin covers his carcase, 

« He shall make the most ample amends for this har 
case: | 

A prebend or dean shall he 'stall thee outright, 

Or henceforth bid the varlet neꝰ er come in my sight. 

Not Hermes, more swiſtly, could wing thro' the sky, 

Then back did poor Bull to the chancellor fly, 

Who, bloated with pride, and with spleen ever full, 

To the message reply d, So your name, friend, is Bull; 

« Your cognomen's as grand as the great Capricorn's 

« But, as you're a Bull, prithee, where are your horas? 

« My horns!” quoth the doctor, you're full of yourfi 

« But the question I'll answer in point, with a pun; 

« I'm a bull without horns, tho* my name you deride, 

5: For the nonnus, tis well known, always go with th 
Hv!“ | | 


This 5troke put an end to the Chancellor's prating, 
And he made Bull a Bishop to 'scape a, Bull-baitiog, 


MOSES MOUSETRAP. 
A TALE. 


EQUESTER'D in a zilent vale, 
By flow'ry margin'd Dee, 


Once dwelt the hero of my tale; 


A tiny mouse was he. 


Who chose his habitation where 
Was much celestial food ; 


But, little of the grosser fare, 
That turns to flesh and blood. 


His solitary life he led 
Within a church unseen: 
That he was beter taught than fed, 
There's little doubt I ween. 


Scarce once a year a : canty dole, 
With sacrilegious claw, 

The starv ling from the chancel ole, 
To aatisfy his maw. 


For why ? few thither went to hear 
The evangelic word ; | 

And fewer more than once a year 
To banquet with the Lord. 
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Yet oft the goodly vicar toil'd, 
.  Unweatied in his station; 
As oft, twould seem, the devil fold 
His ghoatly miuistration. 


Heav'n's FOE, ﬆill, the good man strove 
To counteract his foe ; 
And much discours'd of heav'n ho -- 
And cke of hell below 


Then parables (for well he knew 
The book of sacred Jore) 
And texts of scripture not, a few, 
He dealt from out his store. 


One afternoon in Easter tide, 
As was his pious way, 
A sern on he would give, beside 
The service of the day | 


And preach he did with great applause— 
Right earnest was his aim : 
To make new converts to his cause 
The devil's was the same 


The wily tempter's arch design, 
As went the zermon on, 

To disappoint the grave divine, 

Will follow, Sirs, anon. 


. 
| Ere long their eyes the audience deva. 
Unable to withstand 
The drowsy pow'r—nay, Moses dend, 
Tho' second in command. 


te ee ea 
Long zermons after dinner; _ 
Z' en Sherlock's scarce can keep awake 


Twas then a meagre mouse that spent, 
Like famish'd anchorite, | 
A tedious and abstemious Lent, 
Beheld a 3 sight. 


A wig it was, well dredg'd and baxted : | 


So rich an olio sure, 
A mouse that had no victual tasted 
For weeks, might well allure. 


The very wig that Moses wore 
In honour of the day, 

He saw; and when he heard him snore, 
Thereon resolv'd to prey. 


So forth with cautious tread he crept 
I be rev'rend wig assail'd; 

And while its owner soundly slept, 
Luxuriously regal'd. 


D 
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Now Satan zome advantage gain'd, 
His stratagem succeeded -H 

His mouse the peaple entertain'd— 
The preacher no one heefleg.. 


Some laugh'd aloud—zome fore'd a cough, 
Some other blow their nose, Mö 
To care the bold marauder off 


: The periwig of Moses. 


a 
To make the robber flinch 


« The deuce is in the mouse, they gig, 
„He will not stir an inch!” 


At length the vicar, forc'd to pause, 
Enquir'd what was the matter ? 
Unable to divine the cause 
Of such a din and clatter. 


And staring round in wild amaze, 
He last of all detected | 
The wig which, focus-like, the rays 
Of ev'ry eye collected. 


With eyes uplifted, hands outatretch'd, 

His wonder he express'd ; 

And when a zullen groan he'd fetch'd, 
To ease his lab'ring breast 


. 


« Why, Moses, man awake, 
Ilmpat iently he cries; 

« Thy wig, thy Sunday-wig's at take 1 .— 
« Amen?” the clerk replies. 


The mouse, when umptusus ly he'd fed, 
As he was reconnoitring 
Upon his tour round Moses head, 
And here and there stood loit'ri 


Let fall his tail on Moses chin, 

Which tickled him, no doubt, 
Else, maugre all the people's din, 

He'd snor'd the sermon out 


Jucr then he started, and he chopp d, 
Nor made the chop in vain; | 


The Mouse's pendent tail he lopp's, 
And bit a claw it in twain. 


' OLD TONSOR. 


Had shav'd for a penny, 
Cut hair, dress'd, and bled for a tester, 
Nor ever was wishing, 
To mend his condition, 
Grew rich by the:death of a aister. 
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To his villa retir'd, 
Old Tonſor was fir'd 
With the thoughts of enjoying his wealth; 
| But soon found, to his torment, | 


That want of employment 
Procur'd him nos comfort nor health. 


The sports of the field, 

No joy could they yield -— 
Guns, fishing-rods, horses, or dogs; 
Nor reading nor writing 


So he took to his trade—he - 
Made each lass a lady, | 
And turn'd all their clowns into fops ; 
And beards became scarcer 

Then before was a razor, 
And pigtails as plenty as hops ! 


JUSTIFICATION. 


A FARMER once, who wanted much 
A A sturdy husbandman, 

And one well qualified as such, 

To zuit his thrifty plan: 
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One who was sparing at his meat, | 
And sparing in his drink; 

And daily task- work to complete, 
Would never flinch or shrink, 


Induc'd a clodpole to apply, 
Commended by a neighbour, 

As Never hungry, never dry, 
Nor ever tir'd of labour !”? 


But soon, when hir'd and get to * 
He prov'd, to crown the bam, 
As lazy as a cross-legg'd Turk, 
Yet e he'd cram 10 


For vw was quickly shrunk, 
So well he'd fill his dish; 

And 800n the cellar's stock was nk, 
He'd drink 40 like a fish! 


Which made old Squeezum rail and rave, 
Against his neighbour Muggs; 
To bubble him, like lying knave, 
With three such damn'd humbugs. 


* You © Never hungry! neer athirst! 
„ Of working never tir'd !”* | 

IL wish that both your skins ag burt, 
Ere auch a pet I'd hir'd. | 


Hold, Zur, says Hobaail, doant ye vly 
In 6uch a deadly twoddle; 
If Mester Muggs have zould a lic, 
Then vairly crack my noddle, 


Vor I do never hungry be, 
Before my guts I vill, 

And drowth do never trouble ma, 
Before I gets a zwill. 


Till tir'd or overheeated; : 
Zo Measter Muggs haye tould ye true, 
And you have nat been cheeated. 


THE PRIEST AND OSTLER. 


Neck at some holy time, perhaps twas Lent, 
An honest ostler to con fession went, 
And there of zins a long extended score, 
Of various shape and size, he mumbled o'er; 
Till having clear'd his conscience of the stuff, 
(For any moderate conscience quite enough) 
He ceas'd, * What more ? the reverend father cried 
No more”-—th* unburthen'd. pruitent zeplices. : ; 
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« But,” said the artful Priest, “ yet unreveal'd. 
«« There; lurks one darlipg vice within your bee. 
conceal'd. 3 1 
« Did you, in all your dee 1 of Fw 
« Ne'er grease the horses teeth to spoih their eating? 
Never, cried Crop. So then to close each stin, 
He was absolv'd, and gent to sin again. 
Some months fp eee 
. ing, 3 5-1 "ak 
Crop, at confezzional, again was — - 
When lo! c 
Out popp'd a groan, and homes teeth and greasing: 
« Sancta Maria!“ cry'd the astonish'd priest, 
„How much your ins have with your days in- 
creas'd ! | 
« When laſt I ſaw you, you deny'd all this.” 
True,“ said the ostler, very true it i, 
« And also true, that, till that blessed time, 
© 1 never, father, heard of mch a crime,” + | 


THE LADLE. 


cs i is Lt be a; a 
To shuffle and cut like a race of blind elves, 
The play-things of fate, and the sports of the wind ; 
To stand or to walk, or to rise or to fall, 1 


. As chance pins about our whitligig bal; 


| 
' 
| 
| 


Ever tossing, tumbling, rolling, rumbling, 45 
Shifting, turning, frolicking, mourning, C 
| nd Foe bo mga or as interest binds. 
But the folks of this age; who can ave with beth eyes No 
Buch tenets explode, and such notions despise, = But 
Calling gods overzeers of the rich and the poor: 
This thesis to prove, Jove and Hermes one night, Th 
From the realms of Olympus rezolv'd to take flight; Th 
And darting, skimming, through the air ewimming, | | Ar 
At last alighted, O, e oe | 5 Ch 
BW: | 
| This honiest old pexazat, he had an old wife, * 
The joy of his heart and the prop of his life, Je 
And she heard a wonderful noise at the gate ; 3 
„» Why, Derby,“ says Joan, since we first threw the Wh A 
| socking—|\F_ | T 
« I'm sure that I never knew half z0 much knocking; Y 
« For they're whooping, calling, hollowing, bawling, C 


© Thumping, clattering, bouncing, battering, 
« What can their bus'ness be here, and 50 late ?* 


Juove heard the debate, and their fears to allay, 
Loud cried, 4 We are atrangers, and out of our way, 

„And shelter we beg from the wet and the cold.“ 
This touch'd their old hearts, and they rose up together, 
Saying, 4 Lord, who could shut out a dog in auch wen. 

ther, | j 
For 'tis freezing, *snowing, blust'ring, blowing, 
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« Blighting, mizaling, zlecting, ae 
« And who can tell where these poor wache have 
stroll'd. 92 


No sooner ae were got within doors, 
But Derby he rummag' d his cheer-upping stores, 

And gave them the best his poor cot could afford : 
They drank, and they chatted, till cloth was on table, 
Then quickly fell to, and eat while they were able; 
And some time after liquor and laughter, 

Chattering, joking, singing, and smoking, 

They both went to bed, each as drunk as a lord. 


When blushing Aurora her gates had vnbarr'd, 

Jove sent the old couple by Hermes a card, 
Acquainting them who they'd got under their roof : 

And, for courtezies done, if they'd form wishes three, 

Those wishes fulfilFd in an instant should be, | 

Were it wisdom, or health, or power or wealth, 

Oc this thing, or that, it was no matter what, 


They were ready to put their proposals in proof. 


« Your godships be prais'd,” says old Joan, © tis my wish 
To have a new Ladle to yon silver dish. 

„Odd rot it!” says Derby, why Joan your stark 

mad 

ts Concerns of importance you turn to a farcre, 
« I wish that the ladle- were stuck in your a— * 
« You drivelling, doating, tottering, gloating, 
Mumbling, grumbling, fidgeting, fumbling, 

« Fusty old fool, you deserve it, by Gad. 

E 
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The Ladle appear'd, and, don't thank it a hum, 


And 

It quickly whipp'd into the old woman's bum, As 
N her writhe, wriggle, and grunt with the 

6 

Ola 8 3 his yoke-fellow's plight, 'W «1 

Was almost as bad as hertelf with the fright, « / 

And, two wisbes losing, there was no choosing 'W «1 


What one the third should be, as the last of the three 
Went but to wish out the Ladle again. 
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, Then let us conclude with the moral from Prior, « 
That none are 80 high but they wish to be higher, « 
Still aiming at something as yet unpossess d; « 
And yet, if that something they could but obtain, « 
e eee, eee WE eee 
For, from the cradle, tis all a Ladle, 


And een to coffin we all move off in, 6 
Life is but a wish, and that wish is a jest! 6 
”" | 


THE SWORD & PLOUGH-SHARE. 


SWORD and Share. (a peer and ſwain), 
One day encounter'd on the plain. 

The honeſt Share addreſs'd the Sword 

As otheryeomen do a lord: 

But who, wrapt up in vain nobility, 
Had loſt the ſenſe of all civility ; 


— 


a 
And therefore paſs'd with haughty mien, 
As he had neither heard nor ſeen. 


« Whence this contempt ? cried conſcious worth ? 
« Doſt thou not know OI Wy ns 
« Art thou not of plebeian race, 


« While I from kings my lineage trace? 


« Tt is not whence—but what we are, 
« I own myſelf a humble Share ; : 
« Yet mankind owe to my rough toil 
The richeſt produce of the foil, 
Much harm you've done the world, I know ; 
« But ſent you e er a bleſſing ꝰ No. 


Thou groveling ſoul, contrafted ſpirit l 
u Dar'ſt thou pretend to. judge of merit Po 
« Such cares for ſlaves may be dchgn'd, 

But enter not the noble mind. 


« Yes! heroes recent from command | 
" Have ſeiz'd the plough with conquering hand. . 
The Romans I need only name, © 
To ſtain your check with deepeſt ſhame. 


« Without my aid, what had they done ? 
eee CIS 
« A village Rome, and village ſwains" 
The chiefs who led the world in chains.“ 
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« And happier they, and happler earth, 
* Had ſuch ambition ne'er had birth. 


See Europe, Africa in arms, 


« And Aſia ſhook with dire alarms, | 

To gratify the lawleſs will 

“Of men who had a luſt to kill; 

« And who on all, both friends and foes, 

& Pretended ſlavery to impoſe. 

Say, hence what good to man could flow ? 
« Or was it not the ſource of woe? 


The Sword, like modern buck, confuted, 


No more attempted to diſpute it: 


But told the Share there was a way 
To know who had beſt temper'd clay— 
« J, Sir, will even condeſcend 
To overlook your humble birth, 
e And from my dignity deſcend, 
&« To combat with a ſon of earth. 


1 Be, cool, my Lord—T will not truſt 


©« My honour to a random thruſt. 


« Fools, rouſing at each flight offence, 
« Fly in the face of Providence; 

<« But ſober minds in juſt reſiſtance 

& Alone will hazard an exiſtence. 

« Reaſon, our glory and our pride, 

« In every quarrel ſhould decide. 

* Here comes the Mole; let us agree 
« To yield to her the cauſe of plea. 


wm -* » . 


„ 
« As Juſtice blind, 2s Minos grave, 
A fitter judge we cannot have.“ 


. Before the bench both claims were laid, 
And esch had due attention paid; 
When, after ſitting fome time mute, 

Her worſhip ended the diſpute : 


« The Sword firſt arm'd the ruſſian's hand, 
« And ſtill he loves the bloody band. 
« He, who to violence owes his birth, 
« Has little chance to bleſs the earth; 
« And never can thoſe ills repair | 
&« Which his fore fathers did the Share, 
« If he in Juſtice' train is found, 
<« 'Tis only to infli her wound. 
<« He therefore to the Share muſt yield, 
« The native ſov'reign of the field.” 


WILL WADDLE. 


HO has cer been in London, that overgrown 
| place, 

Has en —— stare him full in the face: 
; E 3 
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' Some are good, and let dearly; while zome, *tis well 
known, 
Are 80 dear, * ie 
Derry down. 


Wis whose temper was studious and lonely, 
Hired lodgings that took Single Gentlemen only ; 


But Will was 80 fat he appear'd like a ton; 


Or like two Single Gentlemen roll'd into One. 


: He entered his rooms; and to bed he retreated, 


But, all the night long he felt fever'd and heated; 
And, though heavy to weigh, as a score of fat sheep, 
He was not, by * heavy 6s K• as 


Next night 'twas the same;—and the next: and the 


next; a 
He perspir'd like an ox; he was nervous and vex' d: 


Week pass'd after week; 'till, by weekly succession, 


His weakly condition was past all expression. 


E mw 9 a My a 


him; 


For his skin, „ like a lady's loose gown,” bung about 


him; 
He sent for a Doctor, and cried, like a ninny, 


« I rs area an cont 


_ guinea,” 


The Doctor look'd wise: A slow fever,” he aid: 
Prescrib'd zudorifics — and going to bed. 
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« Sudorifics in bed,” exclaim'd Will, © are humbugs! - 
« T've enough of them there, without paying for drugs.” 


Will kick'd out the Doctor—but when ill indeed, 
E'en dismissing the Doctor won't always succeed: 
So, calling his hom he zaid—* Sir, do you know, 
I'm the fat Single Gentlemen, six months ago? 


« Look'e landlord, I think,” argued Will, with a grin, 

« That with honest intentions you first Took u ix; 

« But from the first night—and to say it I'm bold— 

« I have been GEE _ that I'm ture I've caught 
cold... ; 


Quoth the Landlord 'Till now, I ne'er had a dispute; 
« I've let lodgings ten years ;—I'm a Baker to boot! 

« In airing your sheets, Sir, my wife is no sloven, 

« And your bed is immediately—over my Oren.” 


« The Oven!!!” cries Wil—ays the boct, © Why this 
passion ? 
« In that excellent bed died three people of fachion! 
Why 0 crusty, good Sir i « Zounds cries Will, 
| in a taking, 
« Who wou'dn't be crusty, with ate years baking 7 


Will paid for his rooms ; and the host, with a aneer, 

Said © I zee you've been conc Awar half a year; 

« Friend, we can't well agree—yet no quarrel,” —Will 
aid; | | 

« For one pemon may die where another makes bread.” 


| 
| 


—— VS Sen. nn 
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THE WITLESS WITLING. 


R his nephew, the Vicar a fortune had scrap'd, 
And Tom was his heir by his will; | 


But Tom's flippant tongue not his patron excap'd, 


As bis clack-rattle never stood «till. 


Fer Tem wan « Wal and his uncle's red nes 
He to Bardalph's was wont to compare; 


And he'd queer the old putt, for his loag-winded grace, 


Or mimic his mumbling at pray'r. 


Then to pose and perlex him with quibbles, one day, 
Being wantonly seiz'd with the fir ! 
« Prithee, Pamon,“ gays Tom, . 
Pray, 
ct Between a Wise Man and a Wit ?” 


« Why Tom, the whole iff rence ies here,” quoth the 


Priest, 

© Wit is to folly «0 prone, | 

« That his best friend, he'll let ip bis word Jen, 
* But a Wire Man will ler it alone. + | 


& Thus you, for your sport nay complexion devide, 
« And a carbuncle make of each pimple ; 

« For which, you must know, I've my vilan wide 
W £ 
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* PA T I EN C E. 
. TALE. 


9 . 
The virtue of long sufferance was teaching; 


And so pathetically did exhort 

His list'ning congregation, and in short 

Discoursed much of Job, and how he bore 
With such exceeding pleasantry his woes, 
Faith 'twas enough to make a man suppoce. 

Job wished for more. 


Meaning, perhaps, that since 'tis plain, 

How needlessly we grieve at pain! 
How would it be if man 
Pursved a different plan, 

And were to laugh and treat the matter lightly ; 
And not when tortur'd with the gout, 
To make wry faces, roar and shout, 


« And pray, d'ye think, my dearest life,” 
Exclaim'd the parson's wife, 

As after church they tat, 

In courteous chat, 
© That tis in human nature to endure 

% The sad extremity of woe, | 5 

« That Job, you say, did undergo; 
4 'Tis more than you or I could do, I'm sure.“ 
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40 My dear,” quoth he, te this diffidence, 

« Shews, let me tell you, great good sense, 
« A talent in your sex we seldom zee; 


* And doubtless the remark is true, 


« As far as it extends to you, 
« Tho? not, I think, to me. 


. No woman, since the world began, 


« Could bear misfortune like a mau 
« And in good truth, twixt you and me, 
& And that without much vanity, 

« I do conceive that I myself have zhewn | 
« That patience and that strength of mind 
6 Wor nos entiocty contre 


To Job alone.” 


ods att 
Zut for the sudden opening of the door, . 


When oat of breath, in stumpe 
- His clownish zervant © Numps,” 


His mouth wide open, —_—_— 


Just like the wight, 


| Who drew old — in the night, | 
To tell him Troy was blazing. 


„ Well, Numps, the matter? apeakl! why look's 20 


pale 
P Quoth Nuwps, © T 
ale.” 4 
„What,“ cried the priest, the ale gone.gour?” 
FFF * 


53 


10 Tan'd sour ? No meazter, no,” replied the fellow ; 
« But just now, as I went, d' ye see, 
« To tilt the cazk—away roll'd he, 

4 And all the liquor's apile about the cellar,” 


The fact was, Numps a cask of ale had stav'd: 
Now prythee tell me, how the Priest behav'd ? 
Did he pull off his wig, or tear his hair? 
Or, like that silly fellow Job, | 
Throw ashes on his head, or rend his robe? 
. Say, how did he this dire misfortune bear ? 
When thus, in voice of pious resignation, 
He to this man address d this mild oration : 


« May God confound thee, thou da- d «tupid bear!” 


(The best of Priests, you know, will zometimes _ 
« What, you must meddle, must ye, 
With the barrel, and be curst t'ye ? | 
« I wish thy paws were in the fire—Odd rot'm— 
«© Get thee down stairs this instant, wretch ! 
« Or by the living G— d, Ill * 
« From top to bottom.“ 


« Nay, now, my dearest,” cried the Dame, 

« Is this your patience ?—Fie for shame ! 
« I beg you'll recollect your text, 

Job was not half 80 vext | 

When he'd his sons and daughters to bewail.“ 
D all his sons and daughters if you choose, 


% Answer me this, I * Job c'er los 
# A bariel of such ale?“ 


DECISION OF FAME. 


Troop came next, who crowns and armour wore, 


For thee (they cry'd), amidst alarms and atrife, 

We sail'd tempestuous down the stream of life; 
For thee whole nations fill'd with flames and blood, 
And am to empire thro” the purple flood. 
Those ills we dar'd, thy inspiration own ; 

What virtue seem'd, was done for thee alone. 
Ambitious fools ! (the Queen reply'd, and frown'd) 
Be all your acts in dark oblivion drown'd ; 

| There sleep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone, 

Your statues moulder'd, and your names unknown! 
A sudden cloud straight snatch'd them from my sight, 
And each majestic phantom zunk in night. 


Then came the smallest tribe I yet had seen; 
Plain was their dress, and modest was their mien. 
Great idol of mankind ! we neither claim 
The praise of merit, nor aspire to fame! 

But saſe in deserts from th' applause of men, 
Would die unheard of, as we liv'd unseen, 

Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from sight 

Those acts of goodness, which themselves * 
O let us still the secret joy partake, 

To follow virtue e en for Viitue's sake. 


And proud defiance in their looks they bore: - 


| | | - 

And live there men, who alight immortal ſame! 
Who then with incense shall adore our name? 
But, mortals! know, tis still our greatest pride 
To blaze those virtues which the good would hide. 
Rise! Muses, rise l add all your tuneful breath, 
These must not sleep in darkness and in death. 
She said: In air the trembling music floats, 

And on the wind triumphant well the notes, 


THE LADY'S CHOICE. 


UCINDA's luck did spinsters grudge, 
While lovers twain pursu'd her; 
For while she charm'd an old grave judge, 
A young gay aheriff woo'd her. N 


The judge was rich, the sheriff poor, 
Papa preferr'd his lordship ; 

And Mammon «corn'd for Cupid's lure, 
Old squaretoes deem'd a hardship. 


But Miss, whom rank nor wealth could move, 
To be by dotard bedded; 

(For if Jack Keteh had gain'd her love, 
The hangman the' d have wedded:) | 


10 
684 —- Since to love md cherih too. 


Wa wedloek's institution, 


6 Judgment may have its weight with you, | 
6 But I'm for execution,” 


—— 


NED AND LUKE. 
AN ECCLESIASTICAL TALE. 


— cums point of time, 

With the same plans in view, | 

Leave college, and, with cager hope, 
n | 


Ned ne'er cou'd vita folly's prank, 
Nor flatter pride and vice; 

| Spoke free and bluntly what he thought: 

And dress d not over-nice. 


Luke bow'd demure, spoke with a smile, 
Was always snug and clean ;— | 

In others ne'er ta vice; and why? 
„ Ln 
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Twelve years elaps d; disclosing ure, 
Which every thing can disb-uß, 

Saw Ned a poor lank Curate 8till, 
And Luke a sleck fat Bizhop. 


They met; and on their different fates 
With usual freedom spoke: © 

My Lord accounted for them thuz— 
* 


« Shia ans an eas et ans nds : 

* Mut from this cause commence— 

« I by divine permission live, 
Lou but on Providence.“ 


THE PUNSTERS. 


A TALE. 


T a tavers, one night, | <7 
Messts. More, Strange, nd Wright, 
Met to drink, „ 
Says More, Of us three, | 
© The whole town will agree, | 
There is only one knave, and that's range.” 
| F2 


« Yes,” gays Strange (rather sore) 

«© I'm zure there's one More, 
A mot terrible knave and a bite, 

% Who cheated his mother, 

« His sister and brother,“ | 
* O wy" — More, that is wan. 


— 


WIT WITH THE BOWL. 
A SONG. 


INCE wit is a wench for the lay of a god, 
Since titles without her are poor; 55 
Since folly retires at her gibe or her nod, 
And dares to confront her no more: 
I'll kiss her for life, and obey her control, 
Aud mingle her flaches of wit in my bowl. 


From the cit to the throne with my charmer I'll stray, 
'Tis seldom she sports with the wein: 

But the proud pamper'd priest, as he comes in ber way, 
Awakens the mirth-stirring strain. 

As he probes the dark hypocrite's vice to the toul, 

I mingle her flaches of wit with my bowl. 
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Should the statesman perchance catch her keen piercing 


eye, 
In spite of the party he rules, ety 
She proves him a leader (and bids him pass by) 
Of time-serving rascals and fools : 
Tho' malice looks fierce, and points 3 
I mingle her flashes of bliss in my bowl. 


Should the doctor approach us, who gravely ascures 
He's the top of the medical tree, | 

She proves that his murders are more than his _— 
And his object alone is a fee. | 

At the turnpike of death he but gathers the toll, 

While I mingle her flashes of bliss with my bowl. 


Wich the man of the law too full often she'll sport, 
The knave whom no honor can bind, 
As he bustles away with his plagues to the court, 
Wit calls to his clients behind, 
To tell them their efforts must finish in dole, 
While I mingle her flashes of bliss in my bowl. 


To the rake out of health, as he murmurs along, 
At Chloe «till throwing his curse, 
She proves, had he taken a maid from the throng, 
With more love for her fame than her pure, 
With health he might prattle with innocence droll, 
Aud mingle her flaches of wit in the bowl. 
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No hence law and physic, political knaves, 
And priests who no virtue possess, 

And who people the gibbets, and toil for the graves, 
And who only dishonour caress ; 

Hark to Brevity's call, we'll obey her control, 
And mingle the flashes of wit in the bowl. 


THE AUCTIONEER. 


PERIOD, pass'd over, I'll bring back to view, 


When the sons of the Hammer were wont to tell 


true, - | 
Then the Buyer ta timber and ground, brick and stone, 
Not with Auctioneer's eyes—but he sa with his own. 


Now assembled all ranks, from the Knight to the Clown, 
To see an eatate, of ſome value, knock'd down; 
And attentive, while round the great table are teated, 
Are able to pay, yet submit to be treated ! | 


% But five thousand pounds! Gemmen, what are you 
| qving? 

« Five thouzand one hundred—a-going, 2-going ! 

© The lands are most fertile, the buildings are good, 

„ The premises grac'd with a fine Hanging Wood.“ 
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« Where about, Sir, this beautiful wood enn 1 be? 
« T've examin'd the whole, yet can scarce find a tree.” 
« What! been over the premises, yet not descry'ds, ! 
« If you'd had half an eye, Sir, you must have espy'd it; 
« Pass close to the orchard, and over the fallows, -. 

66 Then turn to the left, and you'll come to the Gallows.” 


JESUITICAL EXCULPATION. 
AN, EPIGRAM. 


LD Mumpsimus, rector of Mary-le-bonne, 
Being brought to Death's door by the * and 
stone; 

Young l cecking preferment to gain, | 
(Tho' the Doctor and he were good friends in the main) 
Apply'd for the pars'nage, in caze and provided 
A trip to the grave the incumbent betided : 
When lo! as by miracle rais'd from the dead, 
The Rector, restor'd, sprung from sickness's bed; 
And Old Mumps being told what young Sumps had been 

. doing, > 
And how for the loaves and the fizh had been zuing; * 
Burst out in reproaches, till near out of breath, 
And revil'd the false friend, who had long' d for his death. 


I long for your death! No such thing,“ y Youn 
Sumps, | 


** Had you died, not your wife had been more in the 
dumps: | | 

* As 'tis well known that I—tho' you're 80 unforgiving, 

« Instead of your — * for your 
_ LIVING." 


— 
THE FLY AND SPIDER. 
A FABLE. | 


OOD-MORROW, deer Miz Fly,” quoth gallat 


Grim, 


4 Good-morrow, Sir !''—reply'd Miss Fly to him. 


« Walk in, Miss, pray, and see what I'm about.” 
I'm much oblig'd t'ye, Sir,“ Miss Fly rejoin'd; 
« My eyes are both 80 very good, I find, ” : 

* That I can plainly see the whole without." 


« Fine weather, Miss !”— Yes, very, very fine,” 
Quoth Miss—** prodigious fine indeed! 
* But why so coy N quoth Grim, © that you decline 
0 To put within my bow'r your pretty head 7“ 
« Tis simply this,“ 
Qvoch cautious Miss, 


4 'Tis a very fine morning, beyond all express on; 
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« I fear you'd like my pretty head 80 well, 
« You'd keep it for youself, Sir :—who can tell “' 


« Then let me squeeze your lovely hand, my dear, 

« And prove that all your dread is foolish, vain.— 
I've a tore finger, Sir; nay more, I fear, 

« You really would not let it go again.” 


« Poh, poh, child, pray dismiss your idle dread ; 
10 , would not hurt a hair of that sweet head,. 
« Come, then, with one kind kiss of Friendihip meed 
me. 99 
« La, Sir,“ quoth Miss, with 8 artless tongue, 
« I fear our talutation would be long; 
„ So loving, too, I fear that you would eat me.“ 


So saying, with a smile zhe left the Rogue, 
To weave more lines of Death, and plan for Prog. 
„ — _— 
THE TAYLORS. 
AN EPIGRAM. 


ry RO? Pancras church-yard as two taylors were walk- i 
ing, x 

Of princes and politics earnestly talking 

Says Robert to Richard (by way of digreszion), 


« Tf this weather goes on,“ added he, looking round, 
« »Twill bring every thing charmingly out of the 
ground.“ 


« God forbid!” replied Richard alenly, * for here 
® I bury'd two wives without shedding a tear.” 


THE MUSSELMAN'S PIG. 


says a prophet of the Turk, 

Good Mussulmen beware of pork ; 
There is a part in every wine, 7 
No follower, or friend of mine 
May taste, whate'er his inclination, 
On pain of excommunication, 
Such Mahomet's mysterious charge, 
And thus he gave the joint at large: 
Had he the 6iaful part exprest, 
They might, with safety, eat the rest. 
But, for one piece, they thought it hard, 
From the whole pig to be debarr'd ; 
So get their wits to work, to find 
What joint the prophet had in mind. Foy 
Much controversy therefore rose 
FF 
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By tome tis confidently aid, 
he He meant not to deny the head 

Whikst others at the doctrine rail, 
And piously refuse the tail. 

Thus conscience freed from every clog, 
Mahometans eat up the hog. | 
You laugh, tis well, the tale apply'd 

May make you laugh on t' other side. 
Renounce the world, the preacher cries : 

We do—a multitude replies. : 
Whilst one as innocent regards 
A ug and friendly game at cards ; 
And one (whatever you may y)) 
Can cee no evil in a play. 


THE BUCKLE-MAKER 


THE MODERN BEAU, 


ACK CHAPE, — cate wy the 


boat, 
And to well could his implements handle ; 
That Mulciber never could more rule the roat, 
Nor a Cyclops to him hold a candle; 


One a with arms folded, sat liztlezsly down, 
Trade and tools both alike at a stand, 


While shrugging his shoulders, and scratching his crown, 


He perceiv'd a pert coxcomb at hand ; 


Who, disclaiming that manly appendage to dress, 
Which once every instep adorn'd, | 

In shoes, deck'd with ribbands, to manhood's disgrace, 
Flash'd a foot which at decency spurn'd : 


As on that very spot, where his forefathers toil 
Reap'd the plumage which feather'd his nest, 

Forge and file to support did his feelings recoil, 
An unnatural monster confest ! 


While he, who the buckle's gay ſashion had form'd, 
In pattern, in size, and in shape, 

And 80 oft' with improvements its wearers had charm” d, 
That ne ectict could cope with Jack Chape— | 


Cast a look that spoke volumes of silent reproach, 
At the long-quarter'd hoofs of the fop, | 


| 'Till 2s nearer the knot-knitter made his approach, 


With a voice rough and stern, he cry'd 8 Stop!“ 
« Stop ! for what ?” cry'd the thing, for a thing twas, 1 


ween, 
Whose gender 'twas doubtful to hit on; 
As his sex, male and female scem'd half way between, 
The hermaphrodite hade of a Briton ! : 
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« Stop ! for what r'. he ws oa Why, I'll te 
you,” quoth Jack, 
« Tit for tat is fair play, you'll agree, 
n Therefore I have atight to stop you, for alack ! 
66 FFF 


10 n Wo 
« Stopt support from my children and wife, 

e $topt the means that Preserve my heute over my head, 
6 2 


... 
And the loose flaunting shoe-atring survey; 
Then to stop the distress of a half-· starving town, 

« Let your tribe spurn the spoiler away! 


« A spoiler which long has laid waste the fair field, 
«© Where your ancestors flourish'd for years, 

* Nor to Birmingham's griefs let your bosom be steel'd, 
« While Coventry laughs at her tears! 


« Tis the mark of the beaſt! tis the fribble's foul brand, 
«& Who deserves to be badg'd with a atring ; 
i And for those who euch badges —_ spread through 
land, 
« eee dt ear 


But in vain Ad poor Jack, with a rome ſharp and rough, 
Thus his plea for the zucxLs pure; 

As there wanted a sTxAe on the blockhead's sleek buff, 
His 808-6TRAr8 to make BUCKLE-TO! 


7 


| 
| 
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MIDAS'S SECOND MISTAKE. 


AN EPIGRAM., 


6 to fopp'ry » fog, 
And disgusted alike at a crop and a beau, . 


Being church-warden made, was in office 30 ztrict, 
| That there scarce was a coat but a hole in't he pick'd ; 


Jofringements, encroachments, and trespasses scouting, 
h * 


At last made a justice, A 


His worship became both a nuisance and scourge. 
When a poor needy neighbour, who kept a milch 214, 
Which he often turn'd into the church-yard for grass, 
And with long ears and tail o'er the graves did he tray, 
While perchance now and then at bystanders he'd bray. 


And once when old Midas was passing along, 


He et up his pipes at his brother, ding dong, 

At which his puff'd pride was 30 stung to the quick 
That he glar'd at the browser as stern as Old Nick; 
And when he got home, for the sexton he zent, 
Who with his doughty threat to the ass-keeper went, 
That again should his beast the church-warden asaail; 
Or be seen in the church-yard—he'd cut off his tail; 


| When the owner replied—® Sure his worship but jeen; 


«« But Should he dock donky—T'll cut off uns zan 


i 
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When no sooner the anwer was brought to him back, 
But he summon'd before him the clown in a crack ; 
And he said, Thou vile varlet, how comes it to pass, 
« That thou dar'st for to threaten to crop a justass ? 
«© Thou cut off wy zazs ?-— Make his mittimus, clerk 3 
„I'll make an example of this precious spark; 
« But first reach me down the black act he shall ze 
« That, the next Lent Assizes, he'll wing on a tree.“ 
« I zwing on a tree!—and for what ?” replies Hob, 
« How the GWG 

knob ? 
« I woanly but zaid, if my ass met your sheers, 
« And you cut off his tail, that I'p cut off his xars ; 
„Vor as you hate long tails as the mark of a fop, 
& I'd ha'don't, cause I knaough that you don't like a crop.” 
At this subtle rejoinder, his worship, atruck dumb, 
Found his proud overbearing was quite overcome ; 
So the ass 8av*d his tail by a quibble zo clever, 
And the justice's cars are now longer than ever. 


—— 
THE PRAISE OF MARGATE. 
BY PETER IN DAR. 


HE Taylor here the port of Mars assumes, 
Who eross- legg d tat in silence on his board 


| Forgets his goose and rag-besprinkled rooms, 


And thread and thimble, and now «truts a Lord: 
x2 


Here Crispin too forgets his end and awl— 


| Chang'd by their travels—mounted high in soul, 


Here too the most important Dicky Dab, 


. 7—1˙p̃ —ò In oo 


Here Mistress Cleaver with importance looks, 
Forgets the beef and mutton on her atall, | 
And lights and livers dangling from the hooks. 
Here Mistress Tap, from pewter pots withdrawn, 
Walks forth in all the pride of paunch and geer, 
Mounts her swoln heels an Dandelion's lawn, 
And at the ball-room heaves her heavy rear. 


Here Suds forgets whate'er remembrance zhocks, 
And Mistress Suds forgetteth too the pole, 


Wigs, bob and pig-tail, basons, razors, blocks ! 


0 
Spr 
An 
= 


With puppy-pertneſs, pretty pleasant raid, 
Forgets the narrow fishy house of Crab, 
And drives in Jehu-stile his whirling Gig! 
And here midst all such consequence am I, 

Thc Poet ! semper idem — just the game 
Bidding old Satire's haws at folly fly, 

To fill the shops of Booksellers with game. 


5222 «as 
IN ANSWER TO PETER TIN DAX. 


In Praise of Margate. 


S. ce > . 


RAY why, Friend Peter, dids't thou, anarling, hie, 
To Margate's cheerful strand, in Margate boy, 
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hs cncde e 6 Herkes, was it to lie, | 
To spit thy venom---comfort to destroy? 
Why, quitting Kings, and Courts, and titled Peers, 
Dost shoot thy barbed wit at Butchers' Wives ? 
Why at a Taylor throw your jibes, your jeers, 
When honest industry at wealth arrives ? 
Tis as when Cocknies, sometimes void of skill, 
O'er meads, and even fields, for covies roam, 
Spring them and fire, tho? not a partridge kill, 
But shoot a sparrow as they journey home ; . 
And pray what odds, pert Peter, after all 
Twixt Cleaver's Wife and thou, great Poetaster ? 
She quits the © beef and muton on her tall,” 


You, lotion, potion, e and plaizter,® 


LINES 


Written in consequence- of an incident which happened in 
late Lord B—'s Ie. | 


HE bucks had din'd, and deep i in council sat, 
Their wine was brilliant, but their wit grew flat: : 
Up tarts his Lordship, to the window flies, 
And lo; A race {—a race!“ in rapture cries ; 
© Where * quoth Sir John; Why zee the drops of rain 
a frm: foes the „ 


as a. of illuetration, » 
hg by ag hg — 9 
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A thousand pounds? which drop with nimblett fottt 
* Performs its current down the slippery cours !” 
The bets were fix'd—in dire suspense they wait 


For vict'ry pendant on the nod of fate. 


Now down the tach, unconscious of the prize, 
The bubbles roll—like pearls from Chloe's eyes. 
But ah! the glittering charms of life are short! 
How oft two jostling steeds have spoil'd the sport 
Lo! thus attraction, by coersive laws, ”— 
Th' approaching drops into one bubble draw 


Zach cum 'd his fate, that thus their project cross'd ; 
How hard their lot, who neither won nor lost 


MOTHER PUNCHBOWL; 
ne Modern Mode of Punch-making. 
f A SIMILE. 


WIDOW to a bowl of punch 
Compar'd the marriage atate ! 


R.— Hot water, sþirits, quantum suff, 
Some acid and much 5weet. 


. A cimile 80 nge to prove, 


tho henght — 
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Herzelf to try: and mark how well 
She mix'd up each ingredient. 


Two tedious years of widowhood, 
Experience sore had taught ber, 
That youthful blood at sixty-five 
| Keeps women in hot water, 


- pak cas 6 6 was 
Which grief 20 late had troubled, 

Enough to scald a widow's. veins, | 

5 That ame hat water bubbled. 


- ante o l dew, | 

A true and BairtioH 8yinIT, 

None of your nun ones, but. a—acan—. 
Of cure, a man of merit. . | 


— enough—ber cm ws tech 


Aye, sweet was every penny 


Her house was eweet—her cellars aweet— 


Hereelf more owent thin ay. 33 


But where an acid to obtain 
Of auch a gentle savour, 

As with the rest but justiy mix 
And give Tus wHoLz its flavour, 


She scarce could tell. Full many a night 
The fond idea shed dream on ; 
At length, rezolv'd to sell herself, 


And fauly bought n. 


- 


——— —— ſ— SS — _— 1 


- 
Then, since with 20 much care-she's tried 
Her runcnsowI to supply, 


Long may she quaff the pleniag draught, 
. 


THE NEW SCHOOL, FOR MANNERS 
| AN EPIGRAM. 


ORD Spencer, who rules at the Adm'ralty Board, 
Last summer, on board the King's yacht, 


Wich his friend, my Lord Howe, was exchanging 1 


word, 


While each on his head kept his *. 


| When a tar to his mexamate said, « Twig, brother Net, 


«© That fresh-water fellow, 80 trim, 


4% To the Amburral talks, with his hat on his head, 


1 Without lifting his paw to the brim “ | 

«© Why what of all that ? says the other, quite cool, 

_ « Such a sight is no wonder to me: 

& For how should the lubber learn manners, you fool, 
« When you know that he ne'er was at ten !“ 


* f 


THE DOUBLE MISTAKE. 


chanc'd one day, as through the street 
I trudg'd—in hopes some friend to meet, 
Dispos'd to kill an hour, 
In social chat, o'er pipe and glass, 
And laugh at all the humdrum class, 
Wbom cynic precepts sour: 


And make a jest of trifling things, 

Which rouse the gall of lords and kings, 
But never yet stirr'd mine: | 
And interchange a sportive thought, | 
From fancy's storchouse, promptly fraugh 

As wit gives zest to wine: 


Before me push'd, in thrifty pace, 
One, whom I thought the self-same chace, 
Had led in quest of ws; 
His shape, his dress, his gait the same, 
As honest you'll excuse his name, 
But I'd have worn t was uz. 


But when, on shoulder, I my hand 
Clap'd hard, to bring him to a stand, 
Wuh—“ How now, honest Ned! 
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He turn'd and frown'd, and silence broke, 
His cheek all pallid while he spoke, 
| And mine suffus d with red! 


« What means this freedom, Sir 7. Gad * 


« Your pardon Sir,“ says I « I trow, 
« We're all to error prone; 

8 My blind mistake with favour scan, 

J took you for another man, 
I've been to blame, I own." 


_ & Sir,“ says the wight with gallows brow, 
And such a cut-throat face, I vow 

As made me almost quake; 
“ I am not him you took me for, 
| & So take more care in future. Or, 
„ Beware your next mistake 


«I thank you, Sir, but faith,” says I, 
« I took your Worship, by the bye, 
| « Before I sa. your phiz, 
« For a good honest hearty cock, 
« Os looks would no beholder shock, 
For such nis aspect is.“ 5 


« His aspect, Sir! And why not mins 7 


« Dear Sir, says I, © Pray don't opine, 
« That I am over nice; 
& But if, —— as one mistake I've own'd, 
© An bonest man, in vou, I've found, 
6 I've. been mistaken twice! ”? 


TIE WAY TO RULE A VILLAGE. 


IAT village is perfectly under 3 

When the Juſtice and Rector will go hand in hand: 
Their power o'er the peasant can ne'er be shut out, 
When jointly these two toss the tankard about. 


But when it shall happen these two disagree, 
Il natur'd retorts, and returns you may see; 
The peasants, alarm'd, will begin to take sides, 
The plague becomes pow”: ful the village divides, 


Then take this advice=you no farther need ons; 
Let the Squire and the Parson get drunk once a week: 
When into their breast they've transported the barrel, 
Let the Priest and the Magistrate then shun a quarrel. 


A Rector of Pride, aud a Justice of Peace, 
With sentiments high—they could ne'er coalesce, 
Met point-blank together, once on the road, 
Though the ground each detested the other had trod. 


« Sir,” says the Justice, © you ride a fine horse, 
„Won't follow your Master, who rode something worse : 
For he, though divine, on a Jack Ass we view, 
. have serv'd you.“ 

| 8 2 
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«7 own,” says the Parson, © your takes | is good, 1 I 


& Like our Saviour, I'd ride on an Ass, if I cou'd : 80 ho 
11 But none I can purchase—40 riding must cease, Smili 


Because ev'ry Ass is a Justice of Peace,” An 


A RAZOR-SELLER 
' COUNTRY BUMKIN. 


FELLOW in a market-town | 
Most musical cry'd razors up and down, 
And offer'd twelve for eighteen-pence ; 
Which certainly seem'd wond'rous cheap, 
And for the money quite a heap, 
As ev'ry man would buy, wich cash and sense, 


A country bumkin the great offer heard: 
Poor Hodge, who suffer'd by a broad black beard, 
That seem' d a shoe-brush, stuck beneath his ncse ; 


With cheerfulness the eighteen-pence he paid, 4 X 

And proudly to himself, in whispers said, | 
This rascal atole the razors, I suppose. Tr Ho 
| . . 


No matter if the fellow be a knave, | 
$ Provided that the razors 5have ; | 
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© It certainly will be a monstrous prize.” 
8o home the clown, with his good fortune, wanks - 


Smiling in heart, and soul content, 
And quickly s0ap'd himself to ears and eyes. 


Being well lather'd from a dish or tub, 
Hodge now began with grinning face to grub, 
ust like a hedger cutting furze: | 
'Twas a vile razor! then the rest he try'd— + af 
All were impostors—* Ah! Hodge sigh'd; ; 
wish my eighteen-pence within my pure.“ 


In vain to chace his beard, and bring the graces, 
He cut, and dug, and winc'd, and stamp'd, and swore 2 
Brought blood, and 1 n and made — 
ſaces, 
And curs'd each razor's body o'er and o'er, 


His muzzle, form'd of oppecition xtuff, 
Firm as a Foxite, would not lose its ruff; 

So kept it laughing at the steel and 8uds : 
Hodge, in a passion, stretch'd his angry jaws, . 
Vowing the direst vengeance, with clench'd claws, | 

On the vile cheat that sold the goods. 
© Razors !—a damn'd confounded dog— 


+ Not fit to scrape a hog? 


Hodge ought the fellow—ſound him, and begun 
Perhaps, Master Razor-rogue, to you tis fun 
That people flay tlieniselves out of their lives: 


1 
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t You rascal— for an hour have I been grubbing, 
Giving my scoundrel whiskers here a scrubbing / 
With razors just like oyster-knives, 


© Sirrah! I tell you, you're a knave, 
To cry up razors that can't Shave.” 
Friend,“ quoth the razor-man, ** Pm not 2 h. 
> As for the razors you have bought, 
4. Upon my soul, I never thought - 
+ That they would abave.” 


: 0 Not think they'd shave !' quoth Hodge, with wond ring 


eyes, 
And voice not much aids an Indian yell; 


What were they made for then, you dog?“ he cries: 
« Made!” quoth the fellow, with a smile, to sell.“ 


THE TRUTH MOST SIMPLY TOLD. 
AN EPIGRAM. | 
ONEST Teague, when return'd from a trip to tle 
„ North' 
For to Lapland *twas said he had bows 


Was questioned (If during his cold wintry binb, 
* Rein Deer he had cen 5 | 


V 


When says he, * By my sowle, as the truth I regard, 
« I was stat ĩon'd there almoſt a year; 

And sometimes, iu the zummer, it rain'd very hard, 

« But I never once saw it rain Deer, 


THE MISER'S WONDER. 


UGARD, the veriest gripe alive, 


Whose only maxim was to thrive; 


The common jest of every tongue, 
The line disgracing whence he sprung; 
Tho” grudging e en of food the charge, 
A palace built immensely large: | 
Its inside rich, its outside great, 


He liv'd, or rather ﬆtarv'd in state. 


By chance Orlando, passing by, 
Upon the building cast an eye; 
Dugard, who knew his perfect taste, 
His entrance begs—if not in haste; 
He stops then civilly is shewn _ 


The wonders of each stately room 


Paintings from distant climates brought, 
Carpets that were in Persia wrought; 
And roofs, resplendent all with gold, 
You might, with wonder, there behold, 


— 


By the large atairs descending down, « It 
At length they enter the zaloon ; 
There Dugard thus accots his guest: « F 
_ © Since with your presence I am blext, | « A 
„ Oblige me, Sir, in this demand; | & B 
These pannels, that unfinish'd stand, 
I would have pictur d with some scene 
That never yet had painted been; 


% Direct my choice. If oddness please, 
« E'en paint a man that seems to aneeze.“ 
«© Thy humour, good Orlando, change; 
„I would have something really strange. 
«© What stranger yet ! then pr ythee draw 

% PLaxtTY—that thing ybu never aw. 


D 


LIKE NO PART or LIKENESS. 


al EPIGRAM. 


EADY — with Teague upon Waterford que 
« Arrah now, but,” 8ays he, « what's the news & 
| the day? 
o 
mind, 

« Excepting last night that I zxaw a great wind!” * 
« Saw a wind, oy” Op” ny FO wel 
queer a 
* cd how ad 


85 
« It appear'd veoy frigutul,” zays Teague, © by my 
sowle, 
« For I shook like an asp to tee how it did bowl: 
« And for what it was like, by the King's precious crown! | 
a But 'twas like—to have blown my poor __ 25 
down!“ 


THE NAVAL SU BALTERN, 


A LACONIC TALE. 


EN 1 
And renown was his only reward; 
For the zoarDd till neglected his merits to crown, 
As no int'rest he held with my lord! 
Yet brave as Old Benbow was sturdy old Ben, 
And he'd laugh at the cannan's loud roar! 
When the death-dealing brogdaide made wens went of 
men, 
And the acuppes were urn: with gore 


Nor could oh poor $ipend provoke 
The staunch tar to despise scanty prog: 


But his biscuit he'd crack, turn his quid, crack his joke, 
* of grog! | 
H 


| 86 
Thus year after year, in a Subaltern's state, 
Poor Ben for his King fought and bled ; 5 
"Till Time had unroof'd all the thatch from his pate, + 
| And the hair from his temples had fled; = 16h: $42" M8 


When, on humbly 2 with Sinciput bare, 4 
The first Lord of the Admiralty once; 

Says his lordship, © Lieutenant, you've lost all your hair,” a 

| P IG ng "12 "WI OY « 
said, 23 

40 While a beld pate I beg have ood unde, 

There have ſo many Captains walk'd over my head, 
That to see me quite scalp'd, twere no wonder.” 


8 » 


of %% 7 


. TG WAY To BE wis RC 


OR Jay: am' rous, young, and LY | 
Having by man been led _—_ 
VS To nunn'ry dark retir'd ; 1 
There liv'd, and look'd zo like a maid, 
$0 zeldom ate, $0 often pray'd, 
She was by all admir'd. 


The Lady Abbes oft would cry, > 
oy nr Wow; 2 85 „„ 
5 1 


ür.“ 
y be 


« See wise and pious Mrs. Jane, 


rr ; 


1 W 


„ | 

« Experience, madam, makes folk wise : 

8 80 'Tis that which makes her such, | 

« And we, poor ul, no doubt, should be 
4 As pious, and as Wise, as ahbe, 1 
If we had teen as much.? 


BARBER & om _ 


OUNG Nick within a r 
A chimney had been sweerping, 


Aud having done his swarthy job, 
A WE CONE ERIN 
| While tying up his bag of 08, 
A waggish shaving blade 8 62 14 
Exclaimd, May I presume to a4. 
What was your father's. trade??? 
3 
75 


* 
4 
—U— U — rV 22 La 


What trade quoth Sweep, — tomy tame 5 

5 And chagrin be it spoken, 
« My father was « Bazvue, Sir! 

How cureedly provoking ! 


4% I might have been a barber tos, 

% And his on sphere have play d ns 
* But did not like, to ay the truth, 
A business 30 degrading,” 


THE PRESS-WARRANT, 
A * Tom Boviing was proving che atreets with hi 


| gong. 
Such fellows to press as would otherwise hang ; 
He spy'd one he thought who would answer his end, 
| And salapping his shoulder, 
« friend 


« me! 
*I can prove how I live; io by ths Tem frees * 
« Your law,” taid rough Tom, © I am not very apt in; 
« That's a thing which we leave to the reg lating Captain; 
« But this I know well, that whate'er you can 2ay, 
Fee a warrant to press, and 80 you m away.” 


cry'd; 4% What, ship, my 
_ © You mica” ea he ens x 


Then $troight with their prey, they tet off to the boat, 
And his children and wife leſt to sink or to float. 

A Frenchman, attentive, observ'd all that pant, 
And thus to a friend he broke silence at last: . | 
« Now sir, pray you tell me, en verite, | 
« Vat vas, you tink now, of your grand libertd ? 

« You make de great joke of de lettre de cachet ; 


1 — 
| 
| 


« Me foi, de preaz-varrant vill very vell match ic. - | 
— ] 

THE RIDER AND SAND-BOY. | 

4 


A ALR. 


give the lag polish to youth, 'tis agreed | 
That travel doth all formal precepts exceell ; | 
It adds ease and freedom to classic glean'd knowledge, ' 
Rubs off the school rut, and the atiffness of college; | 
y WH As a proof of this custom, what men are 20 easy y 
| *| 

; 


As those who for orders 20 fluamly teaze ye; 
Wo ride round the country, mid chew far and near, 


„Ver cracking their filberts and praiging their nage, | 
A poor shoeless urchin, half arv'd, and zun-tann' q, : | 


Pau'd near the in- window, crying -. Buy wy fige tand l. Py 


. 
* : 


When SavDLE-3ac Saunry—long fam'd for his fun, 
To banter the dust-cover d squaller begun, f 
What dost cry there, my lad ?” « Why and, ü 


And prithee 


„ Oh—T leaves sand and Neddy about the town's 


& And am just going round, sir, to look out for orden, 


D 
THE CARELESS. COUPLE. 

ENNY is poor, and I am poor, 

Yet we will wed—2o gay no more; 
And should the bairns you mention come, 
As few that marry but have some, 

No doubt but Heav'n will stand our friend, 
And bread, as well as children tend. 

So fares the hen in farmer's yard, 

To live alone the finds it hard; 

I've known her weary every claw 

In search of corn amongst the draw; 

But when in queat'of nicer food, -”* . 
With joy I've teen that zclf-came hben 
That scratch'd for one, could scratch for fen. 


« Hat got a large atock 7 tiere 


These are the thoughts that make me willing” > 


To take my girl without a chilling; 
And for the eelf-zame cause d'ye tee, 


ju — _— 
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1 


THE TIPLING TAPS ER. 
AN EPIGRAM. 


ense his heart of sotrrow's _ | 
And lighten all bis cares; 
Poor Tom took off the Tipler's road, 
Adown the cellar mains. | | 


Where from the butt's exhil'rant store, 
His gloomy brow got brighten'd ; 
And e'er nine months were past and o'er, 
Both of their load were lighten'd. 


When lo! all on a summer day, 
Tom and his master took their way, 
eee 


For mild and utale, the Tandiora „ 
Had had the wayward luck, 

Amid the clatt'ring peals he'd heard, 
To get all thunderstruck! 


So Tom was gent in fleas, 
Where stood two fav'rite taps; 


Which Fleece well bop'd 5 


 Avd d from all mizhaps. 


92 | 
And while he broach'd each outer butt, 
All fearful, sad, and zober, : 


Lest clouds, in late combustion put, 
Had spoil'd hie dear October, 


Sly Tom rush'd. aut, with looks aghast, 

| And, to the landlord's cost, 
Rapp'd oyt an oath, *'Twiat peal and blazt, 

___ «4 Your fav'rite tore ig lost. 


« For one,” ye Tom, „ event moat dread, 
„% Most awful, and niost fright'ning ; 

8 One cask is struck, with thunder, dead, 
& And one dry'd up with lightning.” 


